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The  $&Uit8  Delight, 


if 


B,  Where  pleafure  and  vigorous  And  gives  the  brisk  lover 

Health  you  embrace.  FreJli  charms  for  the  night  j 

The  fta"  rouz'd  before  us  Chorus.    Then  folUw,  &c  Then  let's  now  enjoy 

AwayVeems  to  fly,  .     _   A|l  we  can  wh»lc  JgW 

And  pants  to  the  chorus  3-  Let  love  crown  the  right 

Of  hounds  in  full  cry  :  ,  „  As  ourJPorts,  "own  the  day. 

Then  follow  follow  follow  follow  The  day's  fport,  when  over  Chorus.     Then  let  s,  &i. 

The  mufical  chace,.  Makes  blood  circle  right, 

Stella  and  Flavia.     Set  by  Mr.  Howard. 
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SteL— la  and  Flavia.  ev'ry      hour,  Bo     various        hearts     fur prize  , 


fin'd  ;■       All  can  dif- cern      a-  face    that's    fair,  But        few      a.      heav'xily  mand^ 


iaracfesaasj:. tt^PZJ 


Stella,      like     Britain's    monarch,        To  rule  o'er  barren  fands  5  Thy  beauty's  only  flare  j 

reigns  Like  eaflern  tyrants,  &c  Each  day  that  makes  thy  chanav 

O'er  cultivated  lands  ;  Then  boaft,  fair  Flavia,  boaft  Shy  decreafe 

Like  eaftern  tyrants  Flavia  deigns  faces  "Will  yield  to  Stella  more> 


'L:ve 
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The  4B)ttf£g  Delight- 

Love  Relapfed.      Set  by  Mr.  Arne. 


l^^^lfefe^E^ 
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all  that  I      love     is  hex     face,  From    looking     I       fure  can       re frain  5  In     o — thers  her 


IB^^fgpi^^l^J^!^j 


rtzlt; 
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likenels  may  trace,     Or  abfence  may   cure   all  my      pain  :     This   faid,    from  her  charms  I  re- 


gjj^^i^^^fci^fe 
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tir'd,  Nor  knew   I     till  then  how     I  lov'd  ;  "What    pre — fent  my     paf— fion    ad-mir- 


Q£^6 
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— -*d,    in   abfence  my      rea— fon  ap  prov'd« 


b  teg g 


Isjtfe^d^^^ 


'.Ah!    why   ihould    I  hope  for  re-    4No  pity  in  her  for  my  grief,  eafe  ; 

liefs                                                      Mo  merit  in  me  to  complain.  Still  proud  of  the    choice    I  have 

Wkere   all    that   I  fee    h    dif-     Nor  yet  do  I  fortune  upbraid,  made, 

■Ma  !                                           '     Tho'  sobb'dof  my  freedom  and  Tho'  hopelefsit  ever  can  pleafe. 


The  ^ttfeS  Delight. 

The  Sleepy  Fair.     Set  by  Mr.  Howard. 
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One    fummcr's  eve  as  Strephon  rov'd  wrapt  up  in  thought  profound,       Surpriz'd   he  faw  his 


^=c=&=f=tt$=$^^_ 


ii£^ 


beftbelov'd  lie     ileeping     on     the  ground:     A wake   my    pret ty  fleeper  wake,  a — wake  to 


ajj^^E^sfP 
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Strephon's     call  ;     be    careful    for  your     lo — ver's     fake,    'tis   night   the  dew-drops  fall. 


^^%^E^^^ 


Then  fault'ring  bids  the  fwain  be         Can  fighs  proceed  from  hate  ? 


Then  to  her  cheeks  his  lips  he  laid, 
And  gently  ftole  a  kifs; 

She  ftiil  flept  on,  he  not  difmay'd 
Repeats  the  tranfient  blifs  : 


gone, 
Then  figh  and  clos'd  her  eyes, 


My  doubts  are  gone  !  then  down  he 
laid, 

Refolv'd  to  fliare  her  fate  : 
Defended  from  the  noxious  air, 

Within  his  arms  file  lay, 


She  wakes  &  thus,  with  angry  tone,    Tho'  cruel  are  your  words    fweet    And  tho'  the  fwain  oft  wak'd  the  fait 
Away !  away !  fhe  cries,  maid,  She  faid  no  more  till  day.  t 

The  Forfaken  Maid.      Set  by  a  Lady. 
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charm — ins; 


Mr 


Glafs. 
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»His  wit  and  graceful  mein, 

His  voice  and  killing  fmile  5 
His  looks  !  the  like  ne'er  fcen  I 
Eflfi  foon  did  me  beguile* 


And  when,  in  pity,  I 

Did  love  for  love  return  5 

He  left  me  for  to  figh, 
Nor  e'er  did  more  return. 

2%. 


Then  leam  from  this  unkind, 
Each  charming  lovely  lafs, 

Left  ye,  like  me,  fhould  find 
Another  Mr*  Glafs. 

5T^ 


i6i*  The  £$)uftg  Delight. 

V*       The-  Power  of  Beauty  j  or  the  Snake.      Set  by  Mr.  Carey. 


Is      there  a  charm,  ye  Pow'rs  above,  To  eafe  a  wounded  breaft?Thro'  reafon's  glafsto  look  at 


^^^=f=^^^m^^i^Jr- ^4^ 
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love,  To    love  and    yet     to    .reft:  Let  wifdom    boalt,  'tis     all  in  vain,  An  Empire  o'er   the 


ppjfilffilg^gp 


ind  ; 'tis  beauty  beauty  holds  y  chain,  &  tri--umphs  o'er  Man kind   &   triumphs  o'er  Man. — kind. 
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Thrice  happy  birds  who  on  the  f  pray 

Unartful  notes  prolong, 
Your  fcather'd  mates  reward  the  lay 

And  yield  to  pow'rful  fong  •■, 
By  nature  fierce,  without  controul, 

The  human  favage  ran, 
Till  love  refin'd  his  ftubborn  foul, 

Arid  civiliz'd  the  man. 

And  civilised,  &o 


Verfe  turns  afide  the  tyrant's  rage, 

And  cheers  the  drooping  flave  ; 
It  wins  a  fmile  from  hoary  age, 

And  difappoints  the  grave  : 
The  force  of  numbers  muft  f  ucceed, 

K^A  foothe  each  other,  ear,  (plead 
Tho  my  fond  caufe  ftiou'd  Phoebus 

He'd  find  a  Daphne  here. 

He'd  find)  &c. 


(produce 
Did  heav'n    fuch    wond'rous   gifts 

To  curfe  our  wretched  race  V 
Say,  muft  we  all  the  heart  accufe, 

And  yet  approve  the  face  ? 
Thus  in  the  lun,  bedropt  with  gold, 

The  basking  adder  lies, 
The  fwain  admires  each  ihining  foldj. 

Then  grafps  the  fnake  and  dies. 

"Then  grafps,  &c. 


Gold  a  Receipt  for  Love.      Set  by  Mr.  Monroe. 
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\Vhen         love         and  youth  could,  not  make  way,    Nor      with  the     fair     a vail 
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The   iPltCeS  Delight.  i6j 

Tweed  Side  ;  or  Moggy.     Set  by  Signor  David  Rizzio. 

<^     ,  I [\^~^        .   q       r\        gSa 


What  beauties  does  Flora  difclofe,  how  fweet  are  her  fmiles  upon  tweed?  yet  Mary 's  ft.ili  fweeter  than 

"m  % 
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thofe,  both      na— ture  and  fancy    ex — ceed  :       No      da — fie   nor  fweet    blufliing       rofe,       not 


all  the  gay  flow'is  of  the  field,  nor  tweed  gliding  gently  thro' thofe,  fuch  beauty  and  pleafure  yivld. 


8£ 
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The  warblers  are  heard  in  the  grov«, 
The    linnet,   the   lark,  aud   the 
thrufh  -, 
The  blackbird  &  ftveet  cooing  dove, 
With  mufic  enchant  ev'ry  bufli: 
Come  let  us  go  forth  to  the  mead, 
Let   us  fee    how  the    Prirmofes 
fpring  ? 
We'll    lodge   in  fome   village    on 
Tweed, 
And    love   while    the  feather 'd 
folks  fing> 


How  does  my  love  pafe  the  long 
day  V 
Does  Mary  not  tend  a  few  fileep  ? 
Do  they  never  careily  ftray, 

While  happily  file  lies  allefcp ■? 
Tweed's   murmurs   fiiould   lull   her 
to  reft  j 
Kind  nature  indulging  my  blifs 
To   relieve    the   foft   pains   of  my 
breaft, 
I'd  ileal  an  ambrofial  kifs. 


'Tis  fire  does  the  virgins  excel, 

No  beauty  with  her  can  compare^ 
Loves  graces  all  round  her  do  dwell, 
She's  faireft  where  thoufands  aid' 
fair  : 
Say,   charmer  where  do  thy  flocks' 
ftray  ? 
Oh  '  tell  me  at  aoon  where  they 
feed? 
Shall  I  fcek  them  on  fweet  winding' 
,     Tay?  (Tweed.? 

Or  the   pleafanter  banks  cf  the 


The  Fly.     Set  by  Mr.  Carey. 


te^g^i^E^a^^g 


Bufy  CHtious  thirfty  fly,  drink  $  me  and    diink  as     I ;  Freely  welcom  tomy  cup,  cou'dfi:  thou  fip  Sc 


p~jv'i7 
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fip  it  up  :     Make  f  moft  of    life  you  may,  life  is  fliort  and  wears  a — way,  life  is  fiiort  &  wears  away* 


IH^ggP^ 


gtn  alike  both  mine" and  thine,         Thine's  a  Cummer,  mine  no  more,       Threefcorc  fummers  when  they're 
tfcit  ^uick  to  their  decline  j  Tho'  i*jeated  to  thvsefcwe  5  Will  apjear  as  fliort  as  one.    (gone, 

Tim 


w 


168  The  £0Uft$  Delight. 

The  generous  Diftreft  Lover.      Set  by  Mr.  Arne. 
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Blow  ye  bleak,  winds  around   my   head,  And   foothe     my  foul's       Corroding   care  ;  Flafti  round  my 


j^^^^^^^^^^gsg^^ 


brows  ye  lightning  red,     And  blaft  the  lawreis     plant  ed     there  :  But      may   the  maid,  where- 


ilSfe^fes 
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e'er  file   be,  Think  not  of  my  diftrefs  nor  me  ;  But  may  the  maid,  where'er  file   be,    Think  not  of 

Qi=— — --  *■ * 
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my  diftrefs  nor  me,  Think  not  of  my  diftrefs  nor  me. 


Sfe££feag!i5 
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Let  all  the  traces  of  our  love 

Be  ever  blotted  from  her  mind; 
May  from  her  breatt  my  vows  re- 
•  move, 
And  no   remembrance  leave  be- 
hind : 
But  may  the  maid,  inhere  e'er  jhe  be, 
Think  not  of  my  diftrefs  ncr  me- 
But  may  the  maid,  &c< 


O  !  may  I  ne'er  behold  her  more  ; 
For  me  has  robb'd  my  foul    of 
reft; 
Wifdom's  affiftance  is  too  poor 
To   calm  the  tempeft    in   my 
breaft  : 
But  may  the  maid,  where'er  Jhe  be, 
"Think  not  of  my  diftrefs  nor  me. 
But  may  the  maid,  &e. 


Come,    Death,    oh  !    come,    thou 

friendly  fleep, 

And  with  my  forrowslay  me  low; 

And  fliould  the  gentle  virgin  weep, 

Norfharp  norlafting  be  her  woe : 

Then  may  fhe  think,  where'er  fhe 

be, 
No  more  of  my  diftrefs  nor  me. 
"then  may  Jhe  think,  &o 


The  Judgment  of  Paris.     Set  by  Mr.  Monro. 
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When  fo"r     a         fil — ly       glit — ter — ing    toy  Three  God def— fes  were        in        difpute  : 
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& 
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Each  try'd  to  bribe  the    gen tie  boy,  And    ga  ■ 


the         gold        en    fruit 
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The  4ptife$  Delight, 


i6<) 


To  me,  faid  Juno,  give  the  piize, 
A  kingdom  fliallbe  your  reward: 

I'll  give  you  wifdom,  Pallas  criesj 
More  worthy  your  regard. 


Here  Venus  artfully  ftept  in 


My  prefent  will  more  tempting  What  king  fo  great,  what  fage  fo 

prove  5  wife, 

A  beauty  promis'd,  let  me  win,  As  he  who  rules  a  heart  ? 
And  quit  all  elfe  for  love. 

5- 

4.  Like  Paris,  I  would  fcorn  a  crowRj, 

plies,  To  pow'r,  or  fordid  riches,  blind; 

She  faid  :  He   bows,  and  thus  re-  I'd    learning  flight,  my  books  lay 

Goddefs !  1  can't   but   take  this  .         down, 


part  -, 


Would  Emma  but  be  kind. 


Senesino.      Sung  at  the  public  Gardens, 

-#-r~p~ 


O  the  Tears  they  did  trickle  full  faft  from  her  Eyes,&  flie  pierced  the   Air  and  my    Heart  with  her 


Cries  :  O  f  tears  they  did  trickle  full  faft  from  her  Eyes,  &  file   pierced  f  Air  &  my  Heart  $  her  Cries* 


I  gently  requefted  the  caufe  of  her 

moan, 
She  told  me  her  Tweet  Senifino  was 

flown  ; 
And  in  the  fad  pofture  fhe'd  ever 

remain,  . 

Unlefs  the  dear  charmer  wou'd  come 

back  again.  ..  * 


Tis  neither  for  man,  nor  for  woman, 
faid  file, 

That  thus  in  lamenting  I  water  the 
lee  j 

My  warbler,  coeleftial,  fweet  dar- 
ling of  fame, 

Is  a  fliadow  of  fomething,  a  fez 
without  name. 


No  linnet,  no  blackbird,  no  skyiarfe 

faid  file, 
But  one  much  more  tuneful  by  fat 

than  all  three  ; 
My  fweet  Senifino,  For  whom  th«a 

I  cry, 
Is  fweeter  than  all  the  wing'd  fong« 

fters  that  fly. 


Why  who  is  this  mortal   fo  cruel, 

faid  I, 
That  draws  fuch  a  ftream  from  fo 

lovely  an  eye  ? 
To  beauty,  fo  blooming,  what  man 

can  be  blind  ? 
To  paffion,  fo  tender,  what  monfter 

snkind  ? 


Perhaps  'tis  fome  linnet,  fome  black- 
bird, faid  I, 

Perhaps  'tis  your  lark,  that  has  foar'd 
to  the  sky, 

Come  dry  up  your  tears  and  abandon 
your  grief, 

I'll  bring  you  another,  to  gire  yon 
relief. 


Adieu  Farinelli,  Cuzzoni  likewifc, 
Whom  ftars  and  whom  garters  extol 

to  the  skies ; 
Adieu  to  the  opera,  adieu  to  the- 

ball, 
My  darling  is  gone,  and  3  figfaB 

them  ail. 


The 
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The  $0Uft$  Delight. 

The  Praife  of  Burgundy.     Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe. 
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Hail  Burgundy  thou     Juice  divine,  ia fpir — er    o£    my  Song  ;  f  Praifes  giv'n  to    o— ther 


31 
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wine  to  thee  a-lone  belong  :  Of  poignant  wit  &  rofy  charms  thou  canft  f  pow'r  improve,care  of  its  fting  thy 


^E^^^a^^gg^p^^g^^ 
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balm  difarms,  thou  nobleft  gift  of  Jove,carc  of  its  fting  thy  balm  difarms,  thou     nobl — eft    gift  of  Jove. 
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Bright  Phoebus  on  the  parent  vines 

From  whence  thy  current  ftreams, 
Sweet  fmiling  through  the  tendrils 
fliines, 

And  lavifh  darts  his  beams* 
The  pregnant  grape  receives  his  fires. 

And  all  his  force  retains 
With  tbat  fame  warmth  our  brains 
infpires, 

And  animates  our  ftrains- 


From  thee  my  Chloe's  radiant  eye, 
New  fparkling  beams  receives, 


Her  cheeks  imbibe  a  rofier  dye, 
Her  beauteous  bofom  heaves. 

Summon'd  to  love  by  thy  alarms, 
O  with  what  nervous  heat  ! 

Worthy  the  fair,  we  fill  their  arms, 
And  oft  our  blifs  repeat* 


The  Stoick  prone  to  thought  in- 
tenfe, 
Thy  foftnefs  can  unbind, 
A  chearful  gaiety  difpence, 

And  make  him  tafte  a  friend. 
His  brow  grows  clear,  he  feels  con- 
tent, 
Forgets  his  penfive  ftrife, 


And  then  concludes  his  time  well 
fpent 
In  honeft  focial  life. 


E'en  beaux  thofe  foft  amphibious 
things, 

Wrapt  up  in  felf  and  drefs, 
Quite  loft  to  the  delightthatfprings 

From  lenie,  thy  pow'r  confefs- 
The  fop  with  chitty  maudlin  face, 

That  dares  but  deeply  drink, 
Forgets   his   cue,    and    ftiif  grim- 
ace, 

Grow*  free,  and  feems  to  think- 
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The  Solitary  Relief.     Set  by  Mr.  Lampe. 
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Blow     on     ye  winds,     de fcend        foft    rains,     To    foothe   my         ten der  grief 
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Your    fo — lemti  mu — fie  lulls    my         pains,       And     gives  me         iliort  re ref. 
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The  <$$uU$  Delight. 

The  Beauty  of  True  Love.      Set  by  Mr.  Carey. 
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Andante- 


Love's  a       gen tie 
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-n'rous  Paffion,  fource  o£  all  fub — lime      De — light :     When   $  mu — tual  In — cli- 
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na — tion  two  fond  Hearts  in     one     u- 

I 


two  fond       Hearts     in  one  a nite. 
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a.                                     When  obtain'd  we  may  repent-  But  a  chafte  and  conftant  love 

When  r.btaitid,  &c-  Is  a  glorious  emulation 

What  are  titles,  pomp  or  riches,  Of  the  blilsful  ftate  above- 

If  compar'd  with  true  content  ?                                       ?■  Of  the  blifsful,  &c 
That  falfe  joy  that  now  bewitches,     Lawlcfs  paffion  brings  vexation, 

Arno's  Vale.      Set  by  Mr'.  Holcombe. 
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When  here  Lu — cinda  flrfi:  we  came  where  Arno     rolls    his      £1 — ver    ftream,  how  blyth  f  nymph* 


fwains  how  gay,  content  irifpir'd  each  ru — ral  lay  :  The  birds    in    livelier  concert  fung,  y    grapes    in 


thick  —  er     clufters  hung,  all  look 'das  joy  cou'd  nc — ver     fail      among  y  fweets  of  Arno's  vale. 


^SSrj^H^-^i^ 


But  now  fince  good  Palemon  died,       Old  Arno's  fons  muft  all  give  place      Thy  notes,  Lucinda,  pleafe  no  more, 
ihe   chief  of  fhepherds,  and  the     To  northern  fwains,  an  iron  race:       The  mufes  droop,  the  Goths  prevail, 
i*1£le  i  The,  tafte  of  pleafuie  now  is  o'er,        Adieu  the  fweets  of  Asno's  Vale- 

The 


iy6  The  $0ltU$  Delight. 

The  Melancholly  Nymph.      Set  by  Air.  Handel. 


'Twas  when  the  Seas  were    roaring,  With     hollow  blaffcs  of    "Wind, 


Dam — fel 
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lay     dz jj'oiing,  all  on    a  Rock  reclin'd ;  Wide  o'er  y  roaring      Billows         She 


^L^^^^^^ 


£•  But  what's  the  lofs  of  treafure 

To  the  iofing  of  rny  dear  ? 
Twelve  months  were  gone  and  over,     Should  you  fome  coaft  be  laid  on, 
And  nine  long  tedious  days  }  Where  gold  and  diamonds  grow  ; 


Why  didlt  thou  vent'rons  lover  ? 

Why  didft  thou  trufl  the  feas  ? 
Ceafe,  ceafe  then  cruel  ocean, 

And  let  my  lover  reft  ; 
Ah  .'  what's  thy  troubled   motion 

To  that  within  my  breaft-  ? 


You'd  find  a  richer  maiden, 
But  none  that  loves  you  fo. 


How  can  they  fay  that  nature 
Has  nothing  made  in  vain  ? 
3*  Why  then  beneath  the  water 

.  Do  hideous  rocks  remain  ? 

The  merchant  robb'd  of  treafure,         No  eyes  thofe  rocks  difcover, 
Views  tempefts  in  defpair  ;  That  lurk  beneath  the  deep  } 


To  wreck  the  wand'ring  lover, 
And  leave  the  maid  to  weep. 


All  melancholly  lying, 

Thus  wail'd  fhe  for  her  dear  ; 
Repaid  each  blaft  with  fighing, 

Each  billow  with  a  tear  : 
When  o'er  the  white  waves  ftoopi 

ing> 
His  floating  corps  file  fpy'd  ; 
Then  like  a  lilly  drooping, 
She  bow'd  her  head  and  dy'd» 


The  Bufli  aboon  TRAquAiR.      Set  by  Sigr.  D.  Rizzio. 
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Hear  me  ye  Nym.  &  ev'ry  Swain  I'll  tell  how  Peggy  grieves  me,  tho'  thus  I  languifh    and    com- 
■#r3jg — i r ■— r-0 ■ — r = 1 — •- 
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plain,  a — lafs  fhe  ne'er  be — lieves  me  :     My  Vows    &  Sighs  like      fi — lent  Air,  TJn — heed — ed 
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ne — ver    move     her  5  At    the   bonny  Bufli     a — boonTraquair  'twas  there  I  firft  did     love     her. 


The  $&\Xtt8  Delight. 


i8j 


You  talk  of  wond'rous  things  you 

fee' 
You  fay  the  fun  ftunes  brght  ; 

I  feel  him  warm,  but   how  can  he 

Then  make  it  day  or  night  ? 


My  day  or  night  myfelf  I  make, 
Whene'er  I  fleep  or  play  ; 

And  could  I  always  keep  awake> 
It  would  be  always  day. 


With  heavy  fighs  I  often  hear 
You  mourn  my  hopelefs  woe  j 


But  fure  with  patience  I  may  beat 
A  lofs  I  ne'er  can  know- 


Then  let  not  what  I  cannot  have 
My  chear  of  mind  deftroy  ; 

Whilft  thus  I  fing  I  am  a  king) 
Altho'  a  poor  blind  Blind 


Song  in  the  Foundling.     Set  by  Mr.  Arne. 
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For  a    fiiape  and  an       air,     and    a    bloom  and  a    mein,    Myr        til— la   was 
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brighteft  of    all  the  gay  green  ;  But     art— ful— -ly         mild     and  af feet— -ed ly  coy,  tbofe  her 
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beau-ties    in vited  her  pride  would    de— ftroy.  Thofe  her    beauties        in vi— ted  her 


pride  would  de ftroy. 
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By  the  flocks  as    file  ftray'd,   with 

the  nymphs  of  the  vale, 
Not   a  fliepherd    but   wo'd  her  to 

hear  his  foft  tale  $ 
Tho'  fatal  the   palfion,  file  laught 
g         at  the  fwain, 

"'And  return'd  with  aeglcft  what  file 
heard  with  difdain. 
Anil  return's!;  &c 


But  beauty  has  wings,  and  too  haft- 

ily  flies, 
And   love  unrewarded  foon  fickens 

and  dies  ; 
The  nymph,  cur'd  by  time  of  her 

folly  and  pride, 
Now  fighs  in  her  turn  for  the  blifs 

file  denied. 
Ktwfig-hs)  &c 


No  longer  fiie  frolics  it  wide  o'et 

the  plain, 
To  kill  with  her  coynefs  the  Ian- 

guifliing  fwain  ; 
So  humbled   her  heart  is  ;   fo  fof- 

ten'd  her  mind, 
That,  tho'  courted  by    none,    file 

to  all  would  be  kind. 
That  th?  cmrtesi,  &c<. 
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The  Defpairing  Shepherd.      Set  by  Mr.  Arne 
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Ah  well-a-day  .'  mufti  endure  This  pain,  and 

±3 


who  fllall  work  my  cure?  Fond  love  will  ne — ver     feek  repofe,     No  meafure     to     its  grief  it  knows:  The 
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Who  better  feen,  in  fhepherds  arts, 
To  win  the  wanton  lalfes  hearts  ? 
How  to  my  oaten  pipe  fo  fwect, 
Wont  they  to  change  their  nimble 

feet  V 
And  many  tales  of  mirth  had  I 
To  chace  the  Sun  adown  the  sky  : 
Since  Lucy  wrought  her  fpight,alone 
To  woods  I  pour  my  frutlels  moan. 


Oh  quit  thy  fcorn,  relentlefs  fair  ( 
Y.'er  long  I  periih  thro'  defpair  : 
'Had  Kofalind  pofTeft  my  mind, 
The  maiden  wou'd  have  been  more 
kind. 


Oh    think  !    for    beauty    will    not 

ftay, 
And  flow'rs  ungather'd  will  decay  : 
The  flow'rs  returning  feafons  bring; 
But  beauty  has  no  fetond  fpring. 


Oh   wou'd  my  gifts  but  win   her 

heart  ! 
Cou'd  I  but  half  I  feel  impart ! 
For   plumbs   I'd  climb  the    knotty 

tree, 
Of  honey  rob  the  thirfty  Bee  : 
Fair  is  my  flock,  nor  clomelefs  I, 
If  fountains  flatter  not,  and  why 
Shou'd    fountains    flatter  us;    yet 

fhow 
The  flow'rs   lefs  beauteous  than 


they  grow  ? 


Oh  come,   my   love !  nor   think   it 

mean, 
The  Dams  to  milk,  the   Lamkins 

wean  : 
How  wou'd  the  Crook  befeem  thy 

hand  ! 
How  wou'd  my  younglings  round 

thee  Hand  ! 
Ah  younglins  !  gaze  not  on  her  eye. 
Such  glances  are  the  caufe  I  die. 
Sleep,   lleep,   my  flock  \  for   you 

may  take 
Your  reft;  tho'  thus   your  maftet 
wake. 


The 
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The  <P!iftS  Deligh  t. 

The  Lafs  of  the  Mill.    Set  by  Mr.  Howard. 
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At    St.      O— fyth  by  the  mill  there       lives  a  Tovc ly    lafs,      O !        had    I   her 
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will       how     gay — ly  life   would  pafs  :         No        bold     in trud— — ing      care         my 
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blifs  fliould  e'er  annoy,     Her  fmiles  would  gild  de fpair,     and      brighten      ev' — ry      joy. 
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2.  Steals  ev'ry  fenfe   away  ; 

The  lift'ning  f wains  around 
Like  nature's  rural  fcene  Forget  the  fhort'ning  day. 

Her  artlefs  beauties  charm, 
Like  them,  with  joys  ferene,  3 

Our  wiihing  hearts  they  warm  ; 
Her  wit,  with  fweetnefs  erown.M,       Health,  freedom,  wealth  and  eafe? 

Without  her  taftlefs  are, 


She  gives  'em  pow'r  to  pleafe, 
And  makes  'em  worth  our  care 

Is  there,  ye  fates,  a  blifs 
Referv'd  my  future  fliare  ? 

Indulgent,  hear  my   wifll, 
And  grant    it  all  in  her. 


The  Whining;  Lover.     Set  by  Mr.  Markwell. 


Woman         thought lefs     gid — dy     creature,     laughing  i  die     flutt'ring  thing 


m^^^^^^^^^=mM 


:§d 


^^^^^^E^^^^m 


Moft    fan —  taf — tic  work     of 


-ture,       ftill,  like         fan  —  cy,     on     the     wing- 
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Slaves  to  ev'ry  changing  paffion, 
_^  Loving,  hating  in  extream  ; 
Pond  of  ev'ry  foolifh  fafliion, 
Aad  at  beft  a  pleafing  dream. 


3-  4« 
Lovely  trifle  !  dear  illufion  ! 

Conqu'ring  weaknefs,  wifli'd   for  Thus  deriding  beauty's  power, 

pain  ;  "We  will  call  it  all  a  cheat ; 

Man's  chief  glory  and  confafion,  But  in  lefs  than  half  an  hour, 

Of  all  vanities  moft  vain.  K.neel'dandwhin'd  atCelia'sfeet. 
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The  $&&tt$  Delight. 


JOHNNY    JENNY'S. 

A  Dialogue.      Set   to  Mufic  by  Doftor  Boyce. 

Sung  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Baker,  at  the  Theatre  in  Drury-lane,  Liverpool. 
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plea— fure    range  the  town,  And       mi — fers     doat  on       gold — en   guineas,     Let     plenty  (mile  or 
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if      love    arc      mine  and  Jenny's, 


for — tune  frown,  The  fweets     of      love    arc      mine  and  Jenny's,  Mine        and     Jenny's 
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mine  •  asd  Jenny's,  The  fweets     of        love    arc    mine     and  Jenny's. 
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An  Addrcfs  to  Vulcan.     Set  by  Mr.  Tench. 
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Vulcan  contrive  me    fuch    a      cup       As       Ne— — ftor         us'd     of        old :         Try  all  thy 
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skill       to         trim  '    it       up,     Try  all  thy   skill'        to         trim     it     up,         And     damask   it 


Ete££*t 


round       with  go Id,     And     damask    it     round         with 


gold. 
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Make  it  fo  large,  when  fill'd  with  Carve  me  thereon  3  curling  vine,  Cupid  and  Bacchus  my  gods  are, 

punch,  And  add  two  lovely  boys  ;  May   love  and  wine  Irill  reign  ; 

Up  to  the  fuelling  brim,  Whofe  limbs  in  amorous  folds  en-  With  wine    I   warn  away  my  catfe,. 

Vafl:  toafts   on  the  delicious  lake,  twine,  And  then  to  my  love  again. 

Like  mips  at  fea  may  fwim.  The  types  of  future  joys.  And  then,  &c. 

Iiikejhips,  &c.  The  types*  &o 

The  Advice.     Set  by  Mr.  Galliard. 
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Prithee  fool — ifli         boy   give  o'er,  ceafe  thy  bofom       to       tor ment  ;  Prithee  figh    and 
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me   no  more,     come   with  me   and  tafte  content  :     Love's  a     foe     of    thine   and  mine, 


sots 
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Let    us       dr 
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•  own,  let     lis  drown   the        god     in       wine. 
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The  £0uit8  Delight, 


Stella's  fairer  fliape  and  eyes, 
Charms  too  lovely  to  behold  ; 

Let   us  feek,  to  crown  our  joys, 
Where   the    beft  Champaigne  is 

fold. 


Love's  a  foe  of  thine  and  mine,  And  believe  me,  when  I  fay 

Let  m  drown  the  god  in  wine,         All  the  joys  they    give  are   vain  : 
Let   us,  &c  Leave  'em  then,  and  come  away. 

Love's  a  foe  of  thine  and  mine, 
3*  Let  us  iroirn  the  god  in  on'ss. 

Leave  the  filly,  gaudy  train,  Let  us  drown,  ike. 


Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe,    at  Vauxhall  Gardens 
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When  firft  by  fond  Damon  Flavel— la         was 
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feen,       He     lightly  re- 
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gnrded     her  air     and  her  mein ;  The  charms  of      her    mind  he     a — lone  did  commend,  Not 
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warm  as     a         lover     but       cool     as  a  friend  :  From  friendfhip,  not  paffion,     his        raptures     did 
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move,  &  Sfwain  brag'd  his  heart  was  a  ftranger  to  love. 
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New  charms  he  difcover'd,  as  more 

flic  was  known, 
Her  face  grew  a   wonder,  her  tafte 

was  his  own  ; 
Her  manners  were  gentle,  her  fsnfe 

was  renn'd, 
And  O   what  dear   virtues  beam'd 

fovt'-i  in  has-  mind  : 
Still,  flillfor  the  fanftion  of  friend- 

fllip  he  ftrove, 
Till  a    figh   gave   the   omen,    and 

fhiMv'd  it  was  io.v.e. 


Now  proud  to  be  ronquer'd,  he 
fighs  for  the  fair, 

Grows  dull,  to  all  pleafure,  hut  be- 
ing with  her  ; 

He's  mute,  till  his  heart- firings  are 
ready  to  break, 

For  fear  of  offending  forbids  him 
to  fpeak  j 

And  wanders  a  willing  example  to 
prove, 

That  friendship  with  woman  is 
fifret  to  love. 


A  lover  thus  conquer 'd,  can  ne'er 

give  offence, 
Not  a  dupe  to  her   fmilcs,  but  a 

Have  to  her  fenfe  ; 
His  paffion,   not  wrinkles,  nor  age 

can  allay, 
Since    founded  on    that  which    can 

never  decay  ; 
And  time,  that  can  beauty's   fhort 

empire  remove, 
Increafing  her  reafon,  incteafes  his 

love. 

Cupid's 


The   4$)ufCS>  Delight. 

Cupid's  Refuge.     Set  by*  Mr.  Oswald. 


195 


Vivace  • 


/*-■*:  l 


£±*d. 


i 


©  -^-h©-— i-ss— I- 


g^s 


_zn 


^s    Ov 


0> 


*ffi* 


lion  mov'd,  Forgot  y  care  of    human  race  &    found  at  laft  he 


&  he  faw  my  Fanny's  face,$  wond'rouspaffion  mov'd,  FoTgot  y  care  of    human  race  &    found  at  laft  he 
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lov'd.  And    found  at  laft  he  lov'd.  Then  to  the  god  of   foft    deilre    His  fait  he   thus  addreft,     I 


h^*iu,*tK^p 


Fanny  love  ;  with       mutual  fire  O     touch  her  tender     bre- 
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— aft,        I       Fanny  love,  with   mutual  J  fire  O      touch  her  tender   breaft.     O   touch  her      tender 
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a.                                   While  Cupid  wav'd  his  rofy  wings,  And  light'ning  flafll'd  around  : 

Yourfighs  are  hopelefs,  Cupid  cries,         And  in  a  breath  was  gone.  And  lightning,  &c« 

I  lov'd  the  maid  before  j                             While  Ciipid,  &c-  At  laft  his  trembling  fearimpells 

What,  rival  me  !  the  pow'r  replies,  His  flight  to  Fanny's  eyes', 

Whom  gods  and  men  adore  :                                       3«  Where  happy,  fafe  and  pleas'd  he 

Whom,  &c.                                      O'er  earth  and  feas  the  godhead  flew  dwells, 

H«  grafp'd  y  bolt  he  flioohy  fprings         But  ftill  no  fheltcr  found,  Nor  minds  his  native  skies. 

Of  his  imperial  throne,                    For  as  he  fled  his  dangers  grew,  Where  htypy,  &€• 

B  b  The 
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Tl)e  Amazon.     Set  by  Mr.  Howard, 
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Swains  I  fcorn,  who,      nice     and       fair,       Shiver    at  the         morn — ing  air  ;     rough  and 
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har— —  dy,    bold  and  free,         be     the       man    that's       made       for       me  j  Rough    and 


har — dy,         bold  and  free,     be         the     man    that's         made       for 
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Slaves  to  fafhion  flaves  to  chefs, 
Fops  alone  themfelves  carets ; 
Let  them  without  rival  be, 
They  are  not  the  men  for  me* 
Let  them,  &c. 


He  whofe  nervous  arm  can  dart 
The  javelin  to  the  tiger's  heart, 
From  all  fenfe  of  danger  free  ; 
He's  the  man  that's  made  for  me. 

Irom  all'  fenfe,  &c- 


While   his  fpeed   outftiips   the 
wind, 
Loofly  wave  his  locks  behind  ; 
From  fantaftic  foppery  free, 
He's  the  man  that's  made  for  me. 

From  fantaftic,  &c- 


Nor    fimpering  fmile,    nor  dim- 
pled ileek, 
Spoil  his  manly  fun-burnt  cheek  ; 


By  weather  let  him  painted  be, 
He's  the  man  that's  made  for  me. 
By  weather^  &c> 


If  falfe   he  proves,  my    javelin 
can 

Revenge   the    perjury  of  man  ; 
And  foon    another,  brave  as  he, 
GLall  be  found  the  man  for  me- 

And  foon  another,  brave  as  he? 

Shall  be  found,  &c° 


Song  in  the  Chaplet.     Set  by  Dr.  Boyce. 
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Che  naque  alio         pcne,       non     fperi  con.        ten — to,     Non     fpcri         con- 
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The  Inconstant.     Set  by  Mr,  Carey. 
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Fair  &  foft  &      gay  and  young,  All  charms  fhe  play'd  fhcdanc'd&fung,  No  way  there  was    to 


^^s^^iii^l^^s 


^P^^i^ 


'fcape  the  dart,  No    care  could    guard    a    lover's  heart :     Ah  !  why,  cry'd  I,  and    dropt    a     tear,  a. 
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doling,  yet    de — fpairing   e'er    To  have  her    to    my — fclf  alone,  Was  fo  much  fweetnefsmadefor  one  ? 


But, 


The  4)9ttfeS  Delight, 
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»•  My  joys  could  be  but  known  by    Before  htt  eyes  their  beams  with- 
guefs ;                                                  drew  * 

But,  growing  bolder,  in  ber  ear  Ah  fool,  faid  I,  what  have  I  done,    E'er  I  had  reckon 'd  half  her  charms 

I  in  foft  numb  ers  told  my  care  ;  To  wifh  her  made  for  more   than     She  funk  into  another's  arms 

She  heard,  and  rais'd  me  from  her  enc ,' 

feet, 

And  feem'd   to  glow   with    equal  3. 

heat : 

Like  Heav'n,  too  mighty   to  ex-  But  long  I  had  not  been  in  view 

f*efs»  > 

The  Masquerade  Song.     Sung  by  Mr.  Beard. 


But  fhe  that  once  could  faithlefs  be, 
"Will  favour  him  no  more  than  me  t, 
He  too  will  find  himfelf  undone, 
And  that  ihe   was  not    made  fos 


P^Sp 


S3 


Ye  medley  of  Mortals  f  make  ep  f  throng,  fparef  Wit  for  a  moment  &    lift  to  my  Song,  fc.  you 
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would  not  expe£t  here  my  wit  fhall  be  new,  &  whatismoreftrangeev'ry  word  fhall  be  true,    Sing 


1  -g-  1  i   ^j- 
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tan-ta-ra-ra-ra  truth  all,  truth    all,  Jing    tan-ta-ra-ra-ra    trtah  ■     M. 


j^fe^^^^^^^g^feasjgs 


Not  a  toy  in  the  place  you'll  buy 

cheaper,  than  mine, 
Bring  your  jaffes  to  me,  and  you'll 

fave  all  your  coin  ; 
The  ladies  alone,  will  pay  dear  for 

my  skill, 
For    if  they    will   hear   me,   their 

tongues  niuft  lie ,  ftill. 
Sing  tantarara,  mute  all,  &c 


Tho'  our  revels  are  frorn'd  by  the 

grave  and  the  wife, 
Yet  they  pra&ifc  all  day,  what  they 

feem  to  defpife  ; 
Examine  mankind,  from  the  great, 

to  the  fmall, 
Each  mortal's   difguis'd,  and   the 

world  is  a  ball. 
Sing  tantarara,  masks  all,  &c. 

4« 
The   parfan,    brimful   of   Octobei 

and  grace 
With  a  long   taper   pipe,  and   a 

round  ruddy  face  ; 
Will  rail  at  our    doing— but  when 

it  is  dark, 
The   doctor's   difguis'd,    and    led 

home  by  the  clerk. 
Sing  tantarara,  Sue 


The  fieree  roar'ng  blade,  with  long 

fword  and  cock'd  hat, 
Who  with  zounds  !  he  did  this,  and 

d's-blood  he'll  do  that  ; 
When   he   comes   to  his  trial,  he 

fails  in  his  part, 
And  proves  that  his  looks    were 

but  masks  to  his  heart. 
Sing  tantarara,  &c. 


The  beau  acts  the  rake,  and  will 
talk  of  Amours* 

Shews  letters  from  wives,  and  ap- 
pointments from  whores  ; 

But  a  creature  fo  modeft,  avoids  all 
difgrace, 

For  how  would  he  blufli,  fliould  he 
meet  face  to  face  ? 
Sing  tantarara,  Sic 

The  courtiers  and  patriots,  'mongft 

other  fine  things, 
Will  talk  of  their  country,  and  love 

of  their  kings  j 
But  their  masks  will  drop  off,  if 

you  fhake  but  their  pelf, 
And  fhew  king  and  country  all  ccn- 

ter'd  in  felf. 
Sing  tantarara%  &C« 


Cc 


With  an  out-fide   of  virtue,  Mif« 

Squeamifh  ihe  prude, 
If  you  touch  her,  file  faints  ;  if  yoa 

fpeak,  you  are  rude  ; 
Thus  file's  prim,  and  fhe's  coy,  tiB 

her  bloffbms  are  gone, 
And  when  mellow,  fhe's  pluck'd  by 

the  Coachman  or  John. 
Sing  tantarara,  &c« 

9' 

With  a  grave  mask  of  wifdom,  fay 
phyfic  and  law, 

In  your  cafe  there's  no  fear,  in  yout 
caafc  there's  no  flaw  ; 

Till  Death  and  the  Judge  have  de- 
creed, they  look  big  ; 

Then  you  find  you  have  trufted— » 
full-bottom'd  Wig. 
Sing  tantarara,  &c. 

10. 
Thus  life  is  no  mote  than  a  rouni 

of  deceit, 
Each  neighbour  will  find,  that  his 

next  is  a  cheat ; 
But  if,  O  ye  mortals,  thefe  cricks 

ye  purfue  ; 
You  at  laft  cheat  yourfelves— and 

the  Devil  cheats  you- 
Sing  tantarara,  &e- 

Britoics 


zoz 


The  ^ttfeS  Delight. 

Britons  Strike  Home.    Set  by  Mr.  Purcell. 


fe^^f^^fj^&ft^^^^t^ 


aa* 


Briton*  ftrike  home  re — -venge  re — -venge  your     Country's    Wrongs  :     Fight,       fight  &  re. 


^f^^^^l^ff^t^^ 
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cord,       Fight,     Fight  &  re         cord  your felves  in         Dru— — — id       Songs  ;      Fight, 


aEg^pf^^f^-^-rT^  M-M^gg 
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Fight  and  re ?ord,     fight,  fight  and  re-— .cord  re cord  your — feives  in     Dru id  Songs. 


EfE^HSEfgpEEJ 


DAMON    and    SILVIA. 

A  Dialogue.     Sung  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Baker.    Set  by  Mr.  Arne. 
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Dear    Silvia  ,  no     longer  my     p»ffion  de- 


^^^^^^^sB^^^m 
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quell    a — ma— bil       cor,         a— ma — bil         eor, 


Tur      ban        ■    la         pa- 


ggapg^i^s^^sg^^ 


w^m^^^^^m^m 


ce  }     Non     fo     fe     f  Megno  non     fo     fe  amor,'    Di         quell       a— —ma bil     cor,         Tu 

— fc-i  —  M — a ©_ 
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fjEfffiffi 
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Ne  fa       quel  ciglio  ap — par, 


No- 


— — — v  e  1— la 
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No- 


-vel la        fa- 


«S 


«■••-.•- 


bltf- 


*-•-•-•  •-•• 


'-A-  ffiP^J— —  I- ^ 


TKc 


zoS 


liifelS 


The  ^ttfeS  Delight. 

The  Northern  Lafs.    Set  by  Mr.  Fisher. 

t-f-P-K^a**  ^"k  •>  ^"^ /""N 


Come  takey  glafs£  nor them  Lafs  fo     pret— ti— ly   advis'd  ;  I  drank  her  Health,  &  real— ly 


was  agree — a bly  furpriz'd  ;  her     Shape   fo  neat,  her     Voice  fo  fweet,  her  Air    and  Mem  fo 


^^^^^m^^^^^^m 


free  ;  the     Sy— ren  charm'd  me   from  my     Meat,      but  take   your     Drink    faid      ihe. 


^^SEfrffi^pi 


'..                                    All  fummer's  on  her  breaft  ,  That  joy  with  pain  be  equal  felt 

Her  skin  is  like  the  driven  fnow,  And  ballancd  in  extremes  : 

If  from    the  North   fsch    beauty        But  funfliine  all  the  teft.  Then  like  out  genial  wine   flie'l 

comes,  charm, 

How  is  it  that  I  feel                                                      3-  With  love,  my  panting  breaft} 

Within    my   breaft  that    glowing  Me,  like   our  fun,  her  heart  flttll 

heat                                               Her  heart  may   fouthern  climates  warm, 

No  tongue  can  e'-r  reveal  ?                    melt,  Be  iee  to  all  the  reft. 
Tho' cold  and  raw  the  north  winds        Tho'  frozen  now  in  feems  ; 
blow, 

The  Parting  Kit's.     Sit  by  Mr.  Oswald. 

s    X,-  " 


P^^^^e^^P^^^^j^^H 


One     kind       Kifs        be fore      we       part,  Drop,  a     Tear  and         bid      a--dieu : 


aiferjbf— $££^Mb 
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^^^^^S^H^^^Ef^^m: 


Tho'  we    fe ver       my     fond     Heart        till  we  meet  fliall     pant      for       you>  Till     we 


g^EE^Egjp^^g^^ 


meet  lhall     pant  for  you,  fhall     pant  for     you. 


The  %\llt$  Delight. 
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All  my  foul  will  ftill  he  here. 
Will  ftill  be  here. 


Yet.  yet  weep  not  fo  my  love, 
Let  me  kits  that  falling  tear  j 


Tho'  my  body  muft  remove, 

AH  my  foul  will  ftill  be  here.        All  my  foul,  and  all  my  heart, 


And  ev'ry  wifli  fliall  pant   fo'-' 
you  ; 
One  kind  kifs  then  e  er  we  part, 
Drop  a  tear,  and  bid  adieu- 
Drop  a  tear,  and    bid  adieu. 
And  bid  adieu. 


Advice  to  Cloe.     Set  by  Dr.  Greene. 


* 


^^^^ii^SiipS!^ 


Dear  Chloe  while  thus  beyond  meafure  you  treat  me®  doubts  &  dif— dain,  You  rob  all  y  youth  of  its 


l^^m^E^^^m^^- 


Pleafure  and  hoard  up  an  old  age  of  Pain  :  Your  Maxim  that  love  is  ftill  founded  on  Charms  y  will  quick- 


&%mf&&^mmm^M 


ly     de cay,  You'll  find  to  be  very  ill  ground ed  when  once  you  its  diftates  o bey. 


^^m^^^f^^^^mff^ 


The    pafiion    from     beauty     firft 
drawn 
Your  kindnefs   will  vaftly  im- 
prove ; 
Soft  looks  and  gay  fmiles  are    the 
dawn, 
Fruition's  the  funfiiine  of  love: 
And  tho'  the  bright  beams  of  your 
eyes 
Sould  be  clouded  that  now  are 
fo  gay, 
And   darknefs  obfcure  all  the  skies, 
You    ne'er    can    forget   it   was 
day. 


Old  Darby  with  Joan  by  h,-s  fide, 
You've  often  regarded  with  won- 
der  s 


He's  dropfical,  file  is  fore-ey'd, 
Yet  they're    ever  uneafy  afun- 
der  : 
Together  they  totter  about, 

And  fit  in  the  fun  at  the   door  ; 
And  at  night,  when  old  Darby's 
pipe's  out, 
His  Joan  will  not  fmoke  a  whiff 
more. 


No  beauty  nor  wit  they  pofTefs, 
Their    feveral   failings   to  fmo- 
ther  ■■, 
Then   what  are  the   charms,    can 
you  guefs, 
That  make  them  fo  fond  of  each 
other  ? 
'Tis  the  pleafing  remembrance  rof 
youth, 
The  endearments  that  youth  did 


beftow, 
The  thoughts   of  part  pleafure  and 
truth, 
The  beft  of  all  bleffings  below. 


Thofe  traces  for  ever  will  laft, 
Nor  ficknefs,  nor  time  can   re- 
move ; 
For  when  youth    and  beauty  are 
poft, 
And   age  brings   the  winter  of 
love, 
A  rriendfhip  infenfibly  grows 
By  reviews   of  fuch    raptures  as 
thefe, 
And    a    current    of    fondnefs   ftill 
flows, 
Which  decrepid  old-age  cannot 
freeze* 


D  d 
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The  j^ttCtS  Delight. 

The  Midfummer  Wifh.     Set  by  Mr.  Carey.  , 


Waft  me  fome   foft  and    cooling  Breeze  to    Windfor's       ilia--dy      cool  Re--treat;  Where  Silvan 


^^^^§^^gg| 
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Scene*  wide  fpreading  trees  re — pel  the     raging  Dog-ftar's  heat:  where  tufted  Grafs  &  mofly  bedsaf- 

3E||||||j|||||||| 
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ford  a        rural     c^lm  Retreat,  or  Woodbines  hang  }  dewy  heads  &  fragrant  fwcets  around  difclofe 


^MMsgi 
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Old  oozy  Thames   that    flows  faft 
by, 
Along  the  fmiling  valley  plays  ; 
His  glafTy  furface  chears  the  eye, 
And    thro'    the  flow'ry  meadow 
ftrays  : 
His    fertile   hanks     with    herbage 
green, 
His    vales    with    golden    plenty 
fwell  ; 
Where'er  his  purer  ftream  is  feen, 
The  gods  of  health  and  pleafure 
dwell. 


Let   me    thy    clear   thy   yielding 
nave, 
With  naked  arm  once   more  di- 
vide ; 
In  thee  my  glowing  bofom  lave, 
And    ftem    thy    gently    rolling 
tide  : 
Lay  me  with  damask  rofes  crown'd, 
Beneath  fome  oziers  dusky  fhade, 
Where     water    lillies     paint     the 
ground, 
And  bubbling   fpings  refrefh  the 
glade. 

The  Huntfman's  Delight. 


Let  chafre  Clarinda  too  be  there, 

With  azure  mantle  lightly  dreft, 
Ye    nymphs     bind    up    her    filken 
hair, 
Ye    Zephyrs     fan    her   panting 
breaft  : 
Oh  !    hafte   away  fair    maid,    and 
bring 
The  mufe  the  kindly  friend   to 
love  ; 
To  thee  alone  the  mufe  fhall  fing, 
And    warble     thro'    the    vocal 
grove- 


[tePMi?3ff3»5^ 
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I  am  a  jolly  Huntfmsn  my  voice  isihrill  &  clear,  well  known  to  drive  y  flag  &  y  drooping  dogs  to 
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to 
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chear,  And  a        hunting        we  will      go  will  go  will     go,     &■  a      hunt—wg      we     will      go. 
II 
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The  $BuU$  Delight. 


%it 


.Hide  ye  limpid  Brooks  along,  And   tell  what  Colin    dare   not         Fires  with  love  the  rural  Swains  •'. 

TH.-fbus  glance  thy  mildeft  ray ;  fay:  Tell,  oh  teii  the  blooming  fair    V 

Murrn'ring  floods  repeat  my  fong,         Celia  conies!  whofe  charming  air.  That  Colin  dies  if  fhe  difdains>-  . 


'Largo  Ajfctitofo. 


OPHELIA.     Set  by  Mr.  E.  Orme. 
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When    fair       O — phe — lia     tunes     her       voice,     The       feather'd     choir       at- 
* . . ^ 
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tend  the  fong  ■-,       And         as     they  catch  the       melt — ing  notes,  And  as  they    catch  the 
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melt — ing  notes,  Re — peat  them  as  they         fly       a — long,  Re peat  them      as       they 
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fly     along- 


^^g^OTgaigiii^Si 


2.  Were  half   fo  fvveet   as  thofe  of         Blefl:    with    Apollo's    charming 
her's-                                                           tongue  ! 

Not  all  the  mufic  of  the  Nine,  Were  half fo  fiueet,  ckc«                 So  like  the  Goddefs  flie  appear'd, 

Nor   of    the   fwcet    enchanting  So  like,  Sec- 

Spheres ;  3.                                        So  like  the  God  himfelf  flie  fung. 

Or  plaintive  notes  of  dying  fwauSj  •                                  So  like,  &c 

Or  plaintive  notes,  &t,  'Twas  fure  fair  Venus  in  difguifc, 


Women 


The    ^ttftS    Delight. 

Women  love  Kiffins;  as  well -as  the  i/Ien.     Set    •  Mr.  Arne. 
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W-H'  toy  . 

A  flavi   o     fait  from  ;-ny  childh-  Iv'e  been, Be- 
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fore  f-  foft  down  had  appear 'd  on  my  chin  ; 


And 'tis  from  experience  all 
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matters  are  known, I've  found'em  all  kind, 
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I've  found  'em   all  kind  from  CI  ?    -rJ"-da  to  Joan  ■ 
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I'll  ftrivc  to  convince  ye 
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dint  of  the  pen, 


f  worn.  lovekiffing,wom.  love  kilfing,worn.love  kiffing  as  well  ashmen- 
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